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Author's Notes: 

So, this is my first slash. On the other story | posted, someone said they feel like it should have been 
expanded, which | did. It\'s now about 185 pages.. And this is about where | left off, except the story Im 
writing is rather innocent. This is like an \'alternate scene\' if you will. They\re being chased by about 100 


soldiers at the moment. Thanks to Rdyfrde for looking it over and easing some of my nervousness. 


Racing from the army that trailed us closely had left both of us breathless and void of all energy. To make 
matters worse, we were now stuck between an enemy group of soldiers and a rocky bluff that led a waterfall 
into a lake far below us. My eyes met Andre's, then | looked back at the fast approaching army. One of the 


more luckily aimed arrows stuck into the ground between us, causing us both to flinch. 
"Hansi?Are we going to?" 


| looked at my friend, who was visibly terrified, then inhaled deeply, swallowed my fear, and leapt towards the 


water far below me. 


It seemed as if | was suspended in midair for a moment before plummeting down towards the lake. | remember 
screaming the whole way down, although | had difficulty telling my scream from my Andre's. The time between 
my screams end and actually going under water left me with no chance to catch my breath, so | waved my 

arms wildly until | could reach air again. Once my head surfaced, | looked around frantically for Andre. His head 
soon popped up at my side and | breathed a sigh of relief. | could hear the shouts of the angry soldiers above, 


but realized that they couldn't see us from where we were. 


Looking for a place to hide from the hundred or so angry men, | noticed a large shadowy area behind the 
waterfall. As | approached the rumbling water, | realized that there was indeed a small cave behind the falls, 
which | gladly accepted as shelter. | swam into the area and pulled myself onto the rocky ledge. My muscles 
were sore from running so long, and it felt wonderful to have the chance to just be still. Andre pulled himself 
up onto the ledge as well, then leaned against one of the rocks and panted heavily. Despite the events that had 
just taken place, he had a wide grin plastered on his face. 


Once | caught my breath a bit, | wrung out my dripping hair and crawled over to where Andre sat. His sopping 
wet clothes had managed to form a small pool of water around him, but he seemed completely apathetic to it, 
as if this was a daily occurrence. Andre watched me in an unusual manner until | came to rest at his side, 


then trailed his gaze over me, eventually returning to my eyes. 
"Are you ok?" | asked, concerned that the fall to the water may have hurt him. 


He nodded slowly and continued looking at me in a strange manner, almost as if he was nervous. | cocked my 
head and stared back, curious as to why he was acting so unusual. | had known Andre for years, and picking up 
on his strange behavior was second nature to me. After a few seconds | dropped my gaze and shifted my 


weight to my arm, where | then rested my head. 


Before | had time to react, Andre had managed to wrap his arms around my neck, loose enough that | wouldn't 
be strangled, but too tight to easily get out of. His lips found their way to mine, and | flung my arms out in 
surprise. Andre didn't let me go, instead tangling his long, thin fingers into my hair. My mind finally began to 
process exactly what was going on, and | squirmed uncomfortably. Andre had always been one to enjoy 
closeness, but unexpected wouldn't begin to explain our current predicament. Still, he seemed certain about his 
actions, and after a while, | ceased my feeble attempts to push him away. Between the soft breath on my face 


and the way he gently pulled me closer, | gave in to his unspoken pleas. 


Perhaps a bit reluctantly, and certainly a bit nervously, | ran my fingertips over the wet fabric of his shirt, 
then around his waist, tracing up and down his spine. | had never even let myself think it, but Andre had 
always been different to me - closer, more comfortable - and up until this point, nothing seemed weird with 


him. | wasn't even sure about this being weird anymore. 


Andre's fingers untangled themselves from my hair and trailed down my chest, over my slightly plump belly, 


and lower still. They stopped just short of my hips, then he slowly inched his icy fingertips under my shirt. 
The cold skin that came into contact with my own was unexpected, and managed to gain an involuntary reaction 
from its recipient. Andre finally broke the kiss, and sent a line of small kisses and nibbles down my neck before 


returning to my lips. 


This time rather than doing nothing, | pressed my lips firmly against his, and let out a soft hum of approval as 
his tongue slowly slid past my lips. His fingers had now risen to my collarbone, untying the front of my shirt 
until he could push the clothing away. He then ran his hands over my chest with nothing to block him. | 
fumbled around with the front of his shirt until | managed to loosen it, but Andre ended up having to finish 
the task. 


Once he removed the garment, | ran my fingers over his thin shoulders and down his smooth torso, to the 
waist of his trousers. | shifted my weight over him, and noticed a mischievous glint in his eye. | realized that | 
often put too much trust in the younger man, but also realized that he knew exactly what | needed and when. 


Perhaps thanking him could come later. At the time, there were more important things to take care of. 


